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alogue of bleak disillusionnicnts, of aching, uncon-
cealed anxiety lest worse should follow. To advance
upon your enemy singing about his lack of cleanliness
and method went out of fashion altogether! The
dirty retrogressive Boer vanished from our scheme
of illusion.

All through my middle Cambridge period, the guns
boomed and the rifles crackled away there on the
veld, and the horsemen rode and the talc of accidents
and blundering went on. Men, mules, horses, stores
and money poured into South Africa, and the con-
valescent wounded streamed homo. I sec it in my
memory as if I had looked at it through a window
instead of through the pages of the illustrated papers;
I recall as if I had been there the wide open spaces,
the ragged hillsides, the open order attacks of hel-
meted men in khaki, the scarce visible smoke of the
guns, the wrecked trains in great lonely places, the
burned isolated farms, and then the blockhouses and
the fences of barbed wire uncoiling and spreading for
endless miles across the desert, netting the elusive
enemy until at last, though he broke the meshes
again and again, we had him in the toils. If one's
attention strayed in the lecture-room it wandered to
those battle-fields.

And that imagined panorama of war unfolds to an
accompaniment of yelling newsboys in the narrow old
Cambridge streets, of the flicker of papers hastily
bought and torn open in the twilight, of the doubtful
reception of doubtful victories, and the insensate
rejoicings at last that seemed to some of us more
shameful than defeats. . - ,
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